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ART 

FATE  from  an  unimaginable  throne 
Scatters  a  million  roses  on  the  world. 
They  fall  like  shooting  stars  across  the  sky- 
Glittering.    Under  a  dark  clump  of  trees 
Man,  a  gaunt  creature,  squats  upon  the  ground 
Apelike  and  grins  to  see  those  brilliant  flowers 
Raining  through  the  dark  foliage ;  he  tries 
Sometimes  to  clutch  at  them  but  in  his  hands 
They  melt  like  snow.    Then  in  despair  he  turns 
Back  to  his  wigwam,  stirs  the  embers,  pats 
His  blear-eyed  dog  and  smokes  a  pipe  and  soon 
Wrapped  in  a  blanket,  drowses  off  to  sleep. 

But  all  his  dreams  are  full  of  flying  flowers. 


^  SWANS 

YOU  too  have  seen  the  great  white  swans, 
that  glide 

Upon  the  lonely  waters  of  the  world. 
Bowing  their  delicate  necks  with  queenly  pride. 

Above  the  shining  mirror,  wherein  is  whirled 
All  the  wild  seething  mob  of  earthly  things, 
The  riot  of  men  and  those  strange  gods  and  kings. 
They  set  up  on  great  golden  thrones  and  crown 
With  garlands  of  bright  stars,  then  drag  them  down 
Into  the  mud  with  fierce  tumultuous  cries. 
Yes,  all  these  wild  reflections  soon  will  pass. 

The  drunken  laughter  and  the  vast  distress. 
And  the  waters  will  be  clear  as  polished  glass. 
Imaging  only  calm  unruffled  skies. 

And  the  swans  will  still  sail  on  in  their  proud 
loveliness. 
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SUMMER 

OTHEY  were  wildly  beautiful. 
The  trees,  the  fields,  the  bright 
Streams  when  the  wind  ruffled  the  waters 
Into  ripples  of  silver  light. 

But  I  came  home  through  narrow  streets. 
Mean  pavements  where,  like  clustered  flies. 

Crowded  thin  girls  and  ragged  children 
And  men  with  listless  eyes. 


I  know  that  those  pale  shuffling  people 

Are  braver,  lovelier  by  far 
Than  trees  or  fields ;  this  is  my  shame 

That  men  have  made  them  what  they  are. 
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DEATH 

IN  proud  array  the  monstrous  regiment 
Of  the  successful  surged  along  the  street. 
Their  eyes  shone  with  the  light  of  pure  content,. 
Their  flesh  was  rosy  and  firm,  fed  on  red  meat 

And  wine  and  delicate  fruit  and  soft  white  bread 
And  sleep  through  many  a  cosy  dreamless  night 
Between  the  white  sheets  of  a  well^aired  bed : 
They  had  money  and  brains  and  to  themselves 

they  said : 
**  God  is  in  heaven  and  the  world's  all  right/' 

And  so  they  passed  talking  of  this  and  that 
With  a  rustle  of  silks  and  a  tinkle  of  pleasant  chat ; 
Nobody  noticed  that  there  followed  after 
A  little  old  man  shaking  with  silent  laughter. 
Muttering,  "  You  just  see  what  I  will  do 
With  these  fine  corpses  in  a  year  or  two/' 
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AT  PICCADILLY  CIRCUS 

1  WANDER  through  a  crowd  of  women. 
Whose  hair  and  teeth  are  false. 
Whose  lips  and  cheeks  have  artificial  colours. 
Whose  dress  is  artificial  silk  and  velvet. 
Whose  talk  is  mainly  lies. 

And  I  remember 
How  once  I  dreamed  of  Truth: 
It  was  a  fair  green  tree. 
Growing  in  an  open  grassy  place 
Beside  cool  flowing  water  .  .  . 

They  have  cut  down  the  tree. 

Its  sap  is  dried  up  long  ago. 

Perhaps  some  fragment  of  it  still  remains 

Embedded  in  an  ugly  garish  building. 

But  most  of  it  is  turned  to  poisonous  dust. 
Blown  through  the  stifling  streets  of  slums. 
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ST  MICHAEL'S  STREET 

WHEN  I  walked  down  St.  Michaers  Street, 
The  sky  was  green  as  jade 
And  vague  shapes  of  frail  tortured  clouds 
Hung  silent  and  afraid. 

But  darker,  deadlier  by  far. 

The  Church  with  its  sharp  spire 
Crouched  amid  many  a  gabled  house. 

Like  horned  beasts  in  the  mire. 

Fear  drove  me  down  St.  Michael's  Street, 
For  on  each  house  and  on  the  Church, 

Outlined  against  the  livid  sky, 
I  saw  the  devils  perch. 

Who  live  in  secret  holes  by  day 

Or  walk  abroad  in  robes  of  light. 
But  they  rise  in  strength  on  autumn  eves 

And  rule  in  heaven's  height. 

And  Love  lies  in  a  hidden  place. 

Drugged  in  a  deadly  sleep 
And  Pity,  slinking  down  a  lane. 

Trembles  but  cannot  weep. 


THE   REFUSAL 

OUT  of  the  night  God  calls  to  me  but  I 
Remain  with  quiet  trees,  green  fields  and  sky. 
Swallows  and  girls  and  lovely  things  that  die. 
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LANDSCAPE 

RED  was  the  ploughed  field 
Dark  red  like  wine. 
Trees  climbed  the  hill 
In  a  wavering  line, 
Stretching  black  arms 

To  clutch  the  clouds. 
That  the  wind  whipped  by 
In  ragged  crowds. 

Deep  ran  the  lane 

About  the  edge 
Of  the  buffeted  slope 

And  from  the  low  hedge. 
Through  the  wind's  shouting. 

The  traveller  heard. 
Baffled,  complaining. 

The  chirp  of  a  bird. 
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IN  THE  SUBURBS 

THESE  are  the  houses  which  successful  men 
Built  forty  years  ago : 
Great  grey  uncompromising  stucco  blocks, 

Row  upon  gloomy  row. 
They  are  filled  with  the  souls  of  merchants,  bankers, 
lawyers. 
Men  who  marched  in  their  day 
Resolute  to  wealth ;  the  young,  the  fine,  the  delicate. 

If  it  stood  in  their  way, 
In  their  hearts  or  in  the  world,  they  trampled  or 
flung  aside 
To  wither  or  die. 
So  they  built  a  hard  bright  city,  walled  with  iron 
and  gold 
And  shut  out  passion's  cry. 

Now  see  Youth  in  his  folly  is  returning 

On  this  hot  April  day : 
Young  poplars  and  planes  glimmer  with  faint 
lovely  green  and  gold 
In  the  sky's  heavy  grey. 
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And  birds,  hidden  in  wet  leaves,  flute  with  cool 
voices. 
Call  from  the  soft  blue  haze. 
And  children  laugh  in  gardens,  whose  life  is  still  a 
voyage 
Through  miraculous  days : 
Your   frail   beauty  is   pitiful,    you  birds,  trees, 
children. 
How  can  you  hope  to  fight 
Against  the  strength  of  gold,  of  iron  and  of  custom. 
The  old  lust  of  the  Night  ? 
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NON  REQUIESCUNT  IN  PACE 
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HEY,  being  young  and  foolish,  had  a  dream 
That  not   only  garden,  forest   and   leaping 
stream 
And  sky  and  star  and  waste  of  warring  sea 
But  that  men  also  might  be  beautiful  and  free . . . 


The  earth  is  bursting  with  these  young  indignant 
dead: 
I  hear  the  voices  of  the  deceived  madly  cry, 
English,  German,  Russian,  French,  out  of  their  bed. 

Their  bitter  couch  of  bloody  clay. 
Loud  to  heaven  but  there  is  no  lamentation. 

Only  a  fierce  entreaty  that,  when  others 

Return  on  an  unborn  day 
And  speak  of  Sacrifice  and  Redeeming 
Blood 
To  a  trusting  generation, 
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"  Then,  let  our  voices  pierce  through  the 
Walls  of  Mud, 
To  shout  through  the  world  to  reach 

the  sky. 
Crying  it  is  a  lie,  a  lie. 
Turn  your  bayonets  on  them  not  on 
your  brothers/' 
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DANCER  AND  GOBLIN 

THERE  is  a  yellow  dancer  in  a  shower 
Of  colour  and  music  like  a  yellow  flower. 
Tossed  on  a  sunny  breeze, 
Or  a  golden  leaf  dancing  among  dark  trees : 
She  is  so  happy  that  she  laughs  and  sings 
Of  butterflies  and  sunshine  and  merry^coloured 
things. 

The  old  dark  forest  slumbers  all  around. 

Where  a  thick^piled  leafage  carpets  all  the  ground ; 

For  centuries  no  murmur  has  been  heard. 

No  chirp  of  any  bird. 

And  the  old  black  twisted  branches  frown  to  see 

The  yellow  dancer  and  hear  the  melody. 

There  is  an  ugly  goblin  black  as  night. 
Pot-bellied  with  thin  shanks  and  slimy  face. 
Lurking  in  the  darkest  shadowed  place. 
Blinking  at  the  light. 

He  leers  at  the  dancer  for  he's  always  dreaming 
Of  how  he  could  rush  out  and  seize  that  yellow  rose. 
Crush  her  and  kiss  her  but  all  the  while  he  knows 
That,  if  she  saw  his  face,  she'd  run  off  screaming. 


WIND 

SCATTER  free  silver  O  you  wind ! 
Across  the  merry  leagues  of  blue. 
Pile  toppling  towers,  smash  them  down. 
Then  shout  and  build  them  up  anew. 

And  carve  white  girls  with  streaming  hair,. 
Riding  on  swans  with  outspread  wings 
And  lilies  and  the  bearded  grim 
Faces  of  old  Egyptian  kings. 

Then  turn  iconoclast  and  call 

Your  iron  soldiers  back  again 

To  shiver  the  fair  white  images 

With  a  thousand  gleaming  spears  of  rain. 
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ADAM  AND   HIS  GOD 

POOR  ADAM,  safe  in  Paradise, 
You  will  not  remain 
Happy  with  flowery  thickets 

And  sun  and  rain 
And  night's  cool  dew  and  silence 

And  morn's  soft  breathy 
You  must  dream  of  a  fiery  Sin 
And  a  splendid  Death. 

Poor  God,  throned  high  in  heaven, 

You  will  not  rest 
Quiet  in  your  holy  peace 

Among  the  blest. 
Set  thick  as  stars  adoring. 

But  you  must  dream 
Of  a  Lucifer  shouting  defiance 

Through  hell's  red  gleam. 
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TEASHOP 

A  THIRD  rate  seaside  teashop ;  on  the  walU 
In  large  green  lettering,  a  week^old  bill 

Announced  a  concert  in  the  village  hall 

And  wasps  were  buzzing  round  the  window-sill 

On  mouldy  cakes ;  there  sat  two  women  dressed 
In  shiny  black  though  the  sun  beat  like  brass 

Outside;  young  women  with  thin  cheek,  flat 
breast 

Perhaps  two  servants  of  the  better  class. 
I  thought  of  Helen's  brow  and  Hera's  cheek 

And  Spartan  girls  with  firm  and  flashing  limbs 
And  found  it  strange  that  English  folk  should  seek 

Comfort  in  dingy  clothes  and  tracts  and  hymns„ 
Because  some  honest  Syrians  felt  a  glow 
Of  fervour  twenty  centuries  ago. 
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STATION 

LATE  at  night  in  the  station 
It  is  cold :  the  gas  lamps  shine, 
Down^pointing  pyramids  of  yellow  light. 
In  a  long  solemn  line. 

People  are  waiting  on  the  platform. 
Pacing  to  the  end  and  back 
Or  sitting  huddled,  drowsy  on  the  seats. 
All  dressed  in  black. 

Their  faces  look  pale  and  delicate  like  ivory ; 
Far  off  in  the  night. 
Like  the  sinister  eye  of  a  wild  beast. 
Winks  a  green  light. 

So  still,  so  still :  a  faint  scream  in  the  distance. 
Then  silence  and  the  train 
Crashes  in,  a  golden  horse,  fiercely  triumphant,. 
Tossing  his  fiery  mane. 
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THEY 

THEY  eat  and  drink  and  work  and  play 
And  sleep  like  logs  at  close  of  day 
And  wake  in  a  cold  sweat  to  think 
They  have  lost  a  fortune  or  a  drink. 

And  yet  along  the  soft  green  glen 

On  delicate  steeds  ride  fairy  men 

With  diamond  spears  and  crystal  shoon 

Sparkling  like  raindrops  in  the  moon ; 

And  through  the  lonely  mists  of  dawn 

Flies  a  hunted  milk-white  fawn 

Before  Diana's  crew  of  girls — 

Pure  breasts  and  shoulders  white  as  pearls— 

With  black  hounds  straining  at  the  thong, 

They  crash  through  dewy  brakes ;  along 

The  highroad,  scarce  a  yard  away. 

In  bright  prosaic  dreamless  day. 

Hums  an  expensive  limousine 

And  on  the  cushion  seat  within. 

Lolls  a  fat  buU^necked  man  and  stares 

At  print  that  tells  of  stocks  and  shares. 


The  gods  who  are  both  old  and  wise 
Have  curtained  off  their  paradise 
With  a  thick  veil  of  fog  from  them. 
But  foolish  poets  raise  the  hem 
And  pine  and  cry  in  broken  speech. 
Crazed  with  delights  beyond  their  reach. 
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THE  THING 

1SAW  the  bootshops  and  the  banks. 
The  lorries  and  expensive  cars, 
Silk^stockinged  whores  and  long-haired  cranks 
And  tipplers  fresh  from  shabby  bars. 

And  knew  the  thing  that  strove  to  be 
In  all  the  strange  and  lovely  shapes, 

Beetle  and  flower,  rock  and  tree, 
The  armadilloes  and  the  apes. 

Poor  Thing,  it  dreamed  that  it  could  find 
The  perfect  form  that  would  enlace 

The  three  foes,  spirit,  flesh  and  mind 
In  one  all^healing  firm  embrace. 

It  tried  a  million  times,  grew  old 
And  tired,  now  from  pure  habit  blooms 

In  creatures  that  wear  boots,  catch  cold 
And  kiss  and  hate  and  rot  in  tombs. 
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HILLSIDE 

(TO   IRENE) 

IN  the  pale  milky  distance. 
Under  a  million  stars. 
Glimmers  the  lake. 

Scattered  along  the  shore, 
Wink  the  lights  of  far  towns, 
Tiny  clusters  of  diamonds. 

The  huge  hillside 
Rushes  up  to  the  stars. 
Bristling  with  ghostly  trees : 

In  its  black  velvet  bosom. 

There  are  three  little  white  flowers 

Your  face  and  your  hands. 

I  bury  my  burning  lips 

In  their  cool  soft  petals  .  .  . 

The  starry  sky  fades 
And  the  glimmering  lake 
And  the  black  mountain. 


We  are  alone : — 

You  peacefully  dreaming, 

A  white  statue,  a  lily, 

I,  grimy,  hot,  thirsty. 
Clasping  your  knees. 
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WALKING  FROM  OXFORD  TO 
LONDON  1922 

TyTHEN  March  winds  whipped  across  blue 

White  clouds  and  budding  boughs,  from  Oxford  I 
Walked  east  to  London,  past  me  rich  men  tore, 
Choked  me  with  dust  and  deafened  me  with  roar. 

But  I  escaped  them  soon  and  found 

Far  from  the  mainroad  and  its  dust  and  sound. 

Green  Chiltern  ridges  scarfed  with  soft 

And  silver  haze  where  wind  aloft 

On  far  hill^meadows  chased  the  golden  lights ; 

I  sat  on  Bledlow  ridge  and  saw  brave  sights, 

I  saw  a  girl  who  thought  she  was  unseen. 

Dancing  in  a  quiet  sunlit  lane 

And  a  whitehaired  tramp  eating  upon  a  green 

Hedgerow  beneath  a  thornbush  starred  with  rain. 

And  knew  an  England  fair  and  unashamed, 
That  hucksters  had  not  strumpeted  or  tamed. 
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DUALITY 

(TO  L.  A.  G.  STRONG) 

THERE  is  a  maiden  in  the  world  more  chaste 
Than  mountain  streams,  cold  as  new-fallen 
snow: 
Her  I  adore  as  Queen  of  Heaven  and  Earth. 

There  is  a  jolly  giant  too  who  reels 

Home  drunk  beneath  the  stars,  shouts  bawdy 

songs 
And  splendid  blasphemies,  I  love  him  too 
For  we  have  sat  together  in  many  taverns. 

Why  has  God  made  the  maiden  &  the  giant 
To  hate  each  other  and  me  to  love  them  both  ? 
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